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I understand that the system does not work so well for
the share-cropper in Tennessee and Alabama and Mississippi.
... I shiver, indeed, a little when I think of driving
beside Mr. Tate—in a good deal of rain over thousands of
acres of mud. ... I was depressed by the look of the
share-croppers' huts standing on hen's legs in seas of liquefied
mud, down through Arkansas. . . . But that was perhaps
because of the quality of the road . . . miles and miles.
Between deep dykes of stagnant water beneath boughs
draped with funereal moss. ... I can't like moss- or even
live-oaks much. ... I wasn't born in the deep South—
I prefer to call it deep rather than lower, which is the
technical term. "Deep" seems more respectful.
. . . And there was all that wet flatness and the black,
dead trees with the bases of their trunks so singularly
enlarged just above the water. . . . And the deep dykes
on each side of the straight road that incites to speed. . . .
And Mr. Tate is the most careful driver in the world.
But he likes to do his between-seventy-and-eighty. . . .
And, of course, we wanted to get to Little Rock. . . . And
a gentleman we had talked to in the inn-yard in Memphis
had described picturesquely how, at a bend, coming that
morning from Little Rock he had just not gone over the
edge of the road. . . . And me peeping at the face of
Mr. Tate doing his eighty-one, abstractedly—as if he were
thinking out a poem. . . . And we are just coming to a
bend. . . * And all that water. . . . And supposing . . .
because Mr. Tate is a poet—a great poet—supposing he
should forget that he is driving and grab for his notebook.
. , . Thank God, we are round the bend. . . .
And wasn't I glad when we crossed the immense yellow
mud ditch and climbed the bluff to Natchez. ... And
not merely because of the columned houses in which that
city abounds. . . . They say that really to "do" those
products of boom years takes two days . . . and five dollars!
§
I  don't know. ... I  am now  back from  Little  Rock,
sitting on the Tates* white-columned balcony, high above

